THE CELESTIAL RAILROAD                253

called Giant Transcendentalist; but as to his form, his
features, his substance, and his nature generally, it is
the chief peculiarity of this huge miscreant that neither
he for himself, nor anybody for him, has ever been
able to describe them. As we rushed by the cavern's
mouth we caught a hasty glimpse of him, looking
somewhat like an ill-proportioned figure, but con-
siderably more like a heap of fog and duskiness. He
shouted after us, but in so strange a phraseology that
we knew not what he meant, nor whether to be en-
couraged or affrighted:

It was late in the day when the train thundered into
the ancient city of Vanity, where Vanity Fair is still
at the height of prosperity, and exhibits an epitome of
whatever is brilliant, gay, and fascinating beneath the
sun. As I purposed to make a considerable stay hfere, it
gratified me to learn that there is no longer the want
of harmony between the towns-people and pilgrims,
which impelled the former to such lamentably mis-
taken measures as the persecution of Christian and the
fiery martyrdom of Faithful. On the contrary, as the
new railroad brings with it great trade and a constant
influx of strangers, the lord of Vanity Fair Is its chief
patron, and the capitalists of the city are among the
largest stockholders. Many passengers stop to take
their pleasure or make their profit in the Fair, instead
of going onward to the Celestial City. Indeed, such
are the charms of the place that people often affirm
it to be the true and only heaven; stoutly contending
that there is no other, that those who seek further are
mere dreamers, and that, if the fabled brightness of
the Celestial City lay but a bare mile beyond the gates
of Vanity, they would not be fools enough to go thither.
Without subscribing to these perhaps exaggerated en-
comiums, I can truly say that my abode in the city was
mainly agreeable, and my intercourse with the inhab-
itants productive of much amusement and instructioa